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車過中原/the train through the Central Plains 









黃昏的收藏者/collector of dusk 
沉默/silence 
征服者/conquerors 
中國地圖/map of China 
三月/March 
與馬里奧神父在樹下小坐/under a tree, sitting with Father Mario 
大海真的不需要這些東西/the sea doesn’t need these things 
玻璃/glass 
狗日的糧食/god damned grain 
旅途/journey 
1968年的奔跑/running in 1968 
聖像巡遊/procession 
詩人的午餐/the poet’s lunch 






阿拉法特的孤獨/the loneliness of Arafat 
鹹魚/Salted fish 
狼來了/the wolf’ s coming 
為大平煤礦死難礦工而寫/for the miners who died in the Taiping mine 
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植物人/vegetative man 






















normally, they are suffocated 
by the boredom of life 
only at this moment 
holding Anna’s head tenderly 
will he whisper love and whisper death 
as if death were love’s extremity 
as if there were stairs to heaven 
 
bed sheets moist and messy 
like waves, like storms 
 
Anna and Carlos continue to sail, to fly 
even though their destination 


























when the fish close their eyes 
streams of rivers 
dyed, now black bandages  
 
the love in my heart 
like a blind man 
looking up in the dark 
to see the star’s face 
 
time is invented 
to torture good things 
 
you close your eyes 
using up all the salt 
to brew two lines of tears 
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on the black piano  
white keys 
crash 



















the train through the Central Plains 
 
the train passing through the land 
the sweet corn taking in the sunshine 
 
years pass 
the corn lays down many times 
stands up to feed us  
climbs many times 
these kernels like smiling 
all yellow teeth 




























to like a beast 
 
in Alentejo, 
I saw this horse- elegant, strong 
white of hair, pure by nature 
grazing quietly on green grass 
hooves up from time to time 
or chasing off horseflies with its tail 
 
simple, absolute, perfect creation 
bright eyes show no sign of impurity 
aside from grazing and galloping 
it never concerns itself with a better life 
 
tenderness grew in my heart 
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my loneliness touching this 
in a world of changes 














to bury those needing to be buried 
I dig a hole in the garden 
then I realize the shape of the hole 




























reading China history at night, 
concerning the Tang’s An Shi rebellion 
and General Zhang Xun’s defence of Suicheng  
 
as there was no food in the city 
he killed his beloved concubine 
to ease his fellow soldiers’ stomachs 
 
they couldn’t bear this idea 
but Zhang Xun roared out: 
All of you have defended the city single-mindedly 
Xun cannot feed you this own flesh 
but how could I cherish this lady 
if you were all to starve? 
 
after reading this, I close my book 
tenderly meditating on my girlfriend  












I put a bunch of flowers into a vase and said: 
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you have to blossom 
the flowers lowered their heads, calmly replied: 























I never liked Starbuck’s coffee 
but in this era, the choice of the Forbidden City  
is my choice 
 
with a large mug of American coffee 
sitting at Starbuck in front of the Meridian Gate 
sitting at history’s door 
sitting in the widening dusk 
watching the sun’s enormous head 
rolling down in slow motion 
painting the paving blood red 
 
at the Meridian Gate 
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where an infinite number of heads were lopped 
I want to enjoy a cup of coffee in tranquility 


























I have a feeling some people are naturally bad 
but I treat them as if they were good 
like law before the judgment’s given 
 
all suspects were once deemed guilty  
and the bad guys-they’re the ones with the caps 
and the roll-ups held in their teeth 
 
on the screen of childhood 
they do all kinds of evil 
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my young tail’s been cut off 
likewise my appendix 
then I’ve more suffered 
but I look around, I still can’t see 



























sun sliding towards the west mountains 
evening shadows fold the Imperial Palace in 
tourists leave the hill one by one 
cloves alone blossom on the mountain slope 
their fragrance everywhere 
holds me by the fence to see 






I lost interest  
I wanted to know 
the towering palaces, the three thousand beauties 
these gorgeous people 
how did they survive  





















inside the urn 
my ash still warm 
bunches of flowers 
reluctant to part 
listening to serious 
slow sad music 
the family sobbing too loud 
guests bowed 
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bones, clothes rustled 
how selfless, open, above-board 
the memorial speech low-pitched 
all the flaws removed from my life 
in a break I heard this woman weeping 
third from the right, last row 
then the urn burst into flame 
that was my power 
kindled from grief 




















the sick bed worn out, on the table 
dust covers plastic flowers, won’t wither 
a wall of the tearful protects the family 
outside the window, cottontree flowers bloom- 
a mouthful of blood on the glass 
 
arranging so modest an estate: diary, mobile phone 
mirror, comb, jacket, shoes, medicine 





















collector of dusk 
 
I praise the first ray of day 
I sweat under the sun 
I have seen too many deaths 
in the mourning music 
 
I am used to ritual and restraining my grief 
pouring out from my eyes 
no longer sadness but something of stone 
 
rivers reflecting lights, mountains hidden 
the collector of dusk  
is extracting the last gold 
 
I have to go to heaven 
a place that cannot be seen 
this night, at this corner of red lights and green wine 























we have finally put silence 
between us 
like a gigantic table 
with nothing on it 
the banquet has long ended 
 
in the silence of night 
there’s only the birds’ occasional cry 
they too like to talk in their sleep 
but we have a dreamless night 
wind blows through your long hair 






















those who climbed the Himalayas- 
a few died half way 
the survivors reached the peak 
they faced the camera, waved their flag 
telling the world 
they have conquered the world’s highest peak 
only the Sherpas, not captured by the camera 
stood silently in a corner 
they are porters, not conquerors 
with a mere two thousand dollars 




























map of China 
 
I have to thank the one who created the map 
you used rosy colors 
to sketch out our motherland’s broad frontiers 
marked the mountains in green 
and the waters in blue 
 
you planted roses on the  
nine million six hundred thousand 
square kilometers of land 
Yellow River washed the sands clean 
Yangtse River flowed like jade 
sky and sea one, unpolluted 
we see are green mountains 
and all woodcutters have gone away  
 
colorful map, gracious as a rose garden 
covers the yellowing wall 
in it I seem to see, lovely people 
by the waters, in the garden 
working, resting, generation after generation 
their perspiration waters the roses 




















it’s spring again 
again I take off my winter coat 
again unlock, push open the window 
spring thunder rumbles in my body 
flowers in the fields’ blossom 
 
every spring time 
the loss of beauty is repeated 
I still don’t know the flower’s names 
and the girls have drifted out of sight 


























under a tree, sitting with Father Mario 
 
Father Mario walked me out of the St. Antonio Church 
leaving Jesus suffering on the altar 
we sat under a tree, wind was blowing 
leaves gusted one way 
Father spoke non-stop with his sacred expression 
the acne of humans like blossoming buds 
the finger a Gothic spire pointing at clouds 
since the bell knocked at nothingness 
I recited those words 
learning against the body 
on my way I bow and pray 
look up and see 
the dead have passed away 
those not yet dead describe hell to me  
heaven is an organ I’ve removed 
gone, I can feel its existence 
this is a pain not known 





















the sea doesn’t need these things 
 
at the Derita beach 
waves 
roaring in the sea 
say no 
as if they wished 
to give something back 
 
we can see empties, syringes, 
tissues and condoms 
on this fine sand 
 
we smile 
happy and sad 
by slow steps 
in the body 
we need to get 
things out of  
our system 
 






but the sea doesn’t need these things 





























outside the windows 
setting sun 
touches the earth 
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sea curls up its waves 
the heart of glass hiding 

















god damned grain 
 
a peasant laboring in the field 
against the wind 
spits on his palms with all his strength 
as if hatred devoured him 
then he rubs his hands together  
and grips a hoe 
 
once in an essay I praised 
peasants for their diligence 
yet I’d never known: for thousands of years 
all they have held dear 
is the god dammed grain 



















the shadow behind me, I twined into a rein 
holding the road, this old horse 
went on in silence 
 
everyday’s sunset is a miscarriage 
the watch has saved enough time 
in darkness there’s nothing ahead 
only around 
 
matches drawn out 
strike each red head 
















running in 1968 
 
I ran 
because I saw the crowd  
running in the direction of 
Tiananmen Square 
I didn’t know 
why they were running 
but I knew 
I was running 





















among the followers 
I witnessed Jehovah’s blood 
it dripped from the cross onto humans 
I’m a pagan from a foreign country 
I also believe in original sin 
the temptation of apples 
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fallen before my nakedness 
 
devotees holding sacred statues 
passed in slow procession 
crowds dispersed in silence 
then I came to the core of my sins 
 
who killed all those soldiers 
sent into battle? 
 
I gave orders for my sins 













the poet’s lunch 
 
in Faro, poets from six countries 
sat by the seaside 
 
we used poetry to praise the sea 
we used teeth 
























long in the tooth 
 
I came to the seaside 
with my tow-year-old daughter 
this was her first time seeing the sea 
it wasn’t a sea to her 
she didn’t even know the word 
only a big big pot of water 
she took her hand away 
ran happily to the deep deep sea 
hair waving, shiny like a crown 
like a little fish running, shouting 
not even a little afraid 
yet to learn me? 
I’ve known fear half my life 
back to the sun 
feeling old 
the sea a silent mirror 




















my heart healthy and strong 
when silent  
I can hear it beating 
there is some power 
places a hand over my heart 
it’s struck there 
like a dog skin plaster 
grip deadly tight 





















as I climbed 
bit by bit 
the mountain top temple grew 
till I saw 
the big, red door 
dark, closed 
 
not sure if the monks are still there 
but it’s August 
the sweet osmanthus inside 



















it’s drizzling, here I am in Nanking again  
the French phoenix trees still chat in Chinese 
rain flower pebbles look clean 
sat in the pots on the street, opening their eyes wide 
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I like this city 
I enjoy meeting my friends in the pubs 
we talk about the country, poetry and women 
but neither the descendants of the victims  
nor the survivors of the Nanking Massacre  



















faraway scenery  
 
a friend came to visit  
he opened a window  
he wanted to see the faraway scenery  
but instead he saw a chimney  
sometimes black smoke, sometimes blue  
there are sparks at times 
looks like it doesn’t want to close its eyes 
 
my friend asked what happened 
he didn’t know  






















from Hong Kong to São Paulo, a long journey 
the plane, big bird sharp claws removed 
flies forever in the starry night 
 
I am imprisoned in the sky 
asleep awake 
wings seem to grow on me 
I keep on flying, I won’t ever land 
not even crash  


























the loneliness of Arafat 
 
 
when there is no conflict between Palestine and Israel 
Arafat is lonely 
 
his wife, who was an airhostess, 
loves to live in Paris 
 
a residence of steel bars and cement 
the long nights are hard to endure 
 
he takes off his checked head-dress 
and by himself plays chess on it  
 
every slaughter 


























How can a salted fish come back to life?  
Once you plied the water, sought that silver needle 
You made an undying oath, vowed love till time’s end 
You leapt from the water, surveyed the ocean 
 
Now in the sunlight you are suspended 
Drying in the air, the salt can’t be helped – 
out of the sea time pickles 
 
Till death you will not close your eyes 
You witness the raindrop and  
its fellow raindrop meeting on eaves at last 

















the wolf’s coming  
 
 
the wolf’s coming  
the sheep didn’t run  
they stopped eating the grass 
formed up a queue 
like cotton wool 
 
the wolf howled at the flock 
‘it’s hot as hell, this weather!’ 
all the sheep  

























for the miners who died in the Taiping mine  
 
one corpse brought out 
then another 
another 
black but hard  
like worst quality coal 
 
even in the explosion  
these bodies felt no warmth  
black smoke  
brought these souls  
from hell to heaven 
 
in the land of the living  
a cold wind has come 
resources are lacking 
we always need more  
 
the crematorium has become one of the facilities  































humans are meant to stand on the ground  
they use language to name the world  
 
roses blossom and fall 
they don’t know why they are called roses  
 
nor does a gentleman orchid know how best 
to deport himself among gentlemen 
 
I keep as far as I can from linguistics and botany  
I sit by old Zhang’s bed, speechless  
 
Zhang’s sprouted tubes everywhere,  
you could say he was flourishing  
 
I look out the window – trees, leaves all over  
cast happy shadows on glass 
 
I see old Zhang open his eyes 
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at  Mary’s Hospital 
 
under the white covers, you give me your hand 
it’s slender, dry and those Cutex nails 
are like plum blossoms, shining in winter branches 
 
these fingernails, these flowers 
you have pruned one by one 
letting them blossom again and again 
 
they are at the margin of body and of life 
always clean, vivid, even in this state hospital 
which is as messy as the country 
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holding your hand, I feel the blood rising 
drained from the red nails 
I remember in your book you wrote 
























old horse  
 
used to handlebars, pedestrians and cars 
used not to running  
dirty and flabby 
skins like the dusk flayed  
close to black night  
the metal horse’s hooves  
make a grassland track much longer 
 
I sit inside a noisy pub 
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you’re there, head lowered 
you’ve brought the big carriage 
right up the slope  
I don’t know how it’s said  
in horse, but what I mean  






















the old wolf  
ripped apart the hunted sheep 
gave her two cubs the meat 
she ate the bones 
it was getting late 
the cubs slept after dinner 
and the old wolf put on her glasses 
under the moonlight 
she spun the wool 
she thought  
how can I knit two coats 
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from this one sheep’s wool? 
 
 





This collection was first published by Association of Stories of Macao. 
 
